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lustre up the dingle in the setting sunlight. The village is in a blaze
of fruit blossom. Clyro is at its loveliest. What more can be said?

Sunday, 21 April

I hear that Houseman at Bredwardine wishing to drape the Com-
munion table with black on Good Friday and having no black
drapery suitable for the purpose was misguided enough to put over
die Table the old filthy parish pall. Everyone was disgusted and
-shocked at what they considered a piece of indecency. It is the talk
of the country and Miss Newton is up in arms.

Monday, 22 April

Held a consultation with Mrs. Venables about my love affairs,
plans and prospects. I see how it will all end. Alas, who could have
"believed that I could be such a villain?

Alas for the breaking of love
And the lights have died out in the West,

And, oh, for the wings of a dove,
And, oh, for the haven of rest.

Wednesday, 24 April

I went up the Cwm this afternoon. I went on to Fairlands to see
the sick blacksmith Bayliss. He said his son the wantcatcher was
very good to him. There were 5 dozen of prepared moleskins
hanging up to the cratch, to make somebody a waistcoat.

Wednesday, May Day

I stayed to dinner1 and Armine and Helen played very nicely.
The night was cool and pleasant as I walked home under the stars.
About midnight I pissed over the Khydspence border brook, and
crossed the border from England into Wales. The English inn was
still ablaze with light and noisy with the songs of revellers, but the
Welsh inn was dark and still.

Monday, 6 May

Got into an argument with Mr. Latimer Jones about people's
legal and moral rights ovei their property and he spoke in such an
insolent overbearing contemptuous way that my blood was up, and
Mrs. Bevan said afterwards she feared we should have fought.
1 At Whitney Rectory.